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wherel knew he would be sitting by
the fireside.

Yes, lic was there, sitting very qui-
et and still. Icould not tell anything
by his face as | entered, but perhaps
that was because | had not courage to
half look.

I slipped in very softly behind him,
and before he could see me, was nes-
tled on the sofa by his side, with my
face behind his shoulder.

I thought he would be surprised or
pleased to see me—or at least I ex-
pected him to speak to me; but he nev-
er said a word—he sat sti!l, looking

The clear, cheerful fire glowed war-
mer and brighter, and the darkness ofl
the winter evening gathered without.

Cousin Harryand I sat cosily beside
it,enjoying the pleasant warmth, and
giving full rein to our wandering fan- |
cies. |

Ife was leaning back dreamily in/
his easy chair -1, silently musing op-
posite him, with my feet resting on tlmi
low fender. My eyes were fixed on|
the glowing coals; but now and then |
I could not help stealing a glance at
cousin Harry'sface, in order to conjee-
ture the subject of his long reverie.

He was in a right dreamy mood,
and his dreams were evidently pleas- |
ant ones on the whole, though many
varying emotions swept across his|
manly features.

1. too, as [ sat there looking demure- |
ly into the fire, had certain little)
dreams of my own. Did I mention!
that cousin Harry was not my cousin |

—only u ward of my father's, brought |

up in the family, to whom that title |
was given by courtesy! But that, ol'i
course, had nothing to do with my)
dreaming.

Harry broke the long silence at last,
by saying:

“Come und sit here by me, cousin Ol-
ive: I want to tell you something.”

I went and took a low seat at 1us
feet, and leaned my head against his
knees, as I had done from childhood.—
Dear cousin Harry, how Iloved him! |

He passed his haunds carelessly over
my eurls, and said:

“Olive, did Lever gpeak to you about |

into the fire.

Then 1 knew how it was—he had
received a bitter, a terrible disappoint-
ment. My heart smote me--what

[\\'ere my girlish griefs compared with

the decp, manly sorrow which shad-
owed that dear, beloved face! [ real-
ized that to see Harry unhappy, was
to me the eruelest of sorrows. I put
my two arms around his neck, and
wept bitterly.

ITarry turned then with such a kind,
gentle smile, and merely said as he
dreys me to him:

“Du not ery, my poor little Olive—
do not cry.”

1le soothed me and earessed me as
though I had been a child. Afterward
Lie added, in a sterner voice:

“Yos, it it all over now, and I must
bear my disappointment like a man.”

He did bearit like a man. 1saw
and understood all his struygles--his
stern enduance ol his sorrow. 1 saw

| how licen‘lf' he suffered, and yet how

bravely and cheerfully he bore himself;
I loved him more and more, and yet 1
so sorry for him, that il I had thought
it would have been of any use, I would
have gone myself to the lady whom
he blessed with his love, and plead
with her for him. But for this it was

uite too late.  Miss Rutherford was
already engaged to another when she |
returned home.

But much as 1 suffeped in seeing
Harry suffer, | had one consolation.~
He did not brood in moody silenee oves
his disappointment; Le loved to talk
with me on thetheme nearest his heart.

8\ ..‘.' o'l' K B .\ ‘v *= | . » .
I\i}xl-:l:'!{“m rford—-Miss Mary Ruthes [ He liked to tell me, ngain and again,

«No. cotsin all the particulars of his acquaintance
“And 'I,J,L' II nevershingdl anill A mot with Miss Rutherford.  OF the pleas-
i REYEL ARk = Lant ditys when they traveled together

ave, any seerets from my lit- . : : y
wish to .h Ve, any rets from my li Ry exceeding loveliness, and of
tle cousin.

But this is prool;” he ad-!
ded, laughing, “that the old line!
which says, “The heart fecls most |
when the lips speak not,” is true. If
1 have not spoke to you of Miss Ruth-
erford, it must have been beeause 1]
felt too much to give easy ufterance
tomy thoughts. Olive,she is the love-
liest ereature 1 ever looked upon. 1,
met her last summer, when 1 was|
travelling in Burope. We traveled |
though Italy together, and each day
that Ispentin her society, ladmirml|
her more.  In short, Olive, [ fell in
love with her.”

“Yes," said I. | was glad to be able
1o utter that word, and so glad that|
my face happenad to be turned so that |
Harry could not see it.

She has just returned to this coun-
try,” continued he, “and this very
night decides my fate. Isent her a|
note this morning requesting an inlcr-‘
view. An hour from this time sees
me the happiest man in America, or
the most miserable.”

“] clasped my arms tightly aroundi
Harry's knees, and I am sure even in |
that bitter moment, I breathed a pray- |
er for his happiness, come how it|
might. l

My tears could be no longer quite !
restrained, but Harry naturally mis- |
understood their cause  He putted my |
head with playful tenderness, and rais- l
ing himself, he raised me too, and kiss- '
ing my check, said:

“Thank you, dear Olive, for your
sympathy. | am going now—giveme
your good wishes.”

« Farewell, Harry,” I whispered, and
he was gone. How much there was
to me in the one word I had spoken—
farewell!

I did not sit up to wait for I-Iarr{;s
return, as I at first intended to do. By
the time I began to expect him, my
head ached so, and my eyes were 80
swolen with erying, that 1 knew it
would not do for him to see me. Sol
went to bed, and laid awake the whole
night through, and thought of cousin
Harry, and how kind he had always
been to me, till me heart ached.

The next morning I was really quite
ill and feverish, and I kept my room
allday. But the suspense was intol-
erable to me—I longed to hear Har-
1y's voice again, even though his
words struck to my heart like daggers;
therefore, when the darkness of twi-
light came, I thought I might venture:

so I slipped on a wrapper, and stole
down stairs ro the li?ﬂe gitting-reom,

the many ltitle incidents on which he
founded his hopes, his almost certain-
ty of her preferences and of Lis utter
inability to account for the fickleness
which had prompted her to unite her-
self’ with another.

I did not suggest that the fortune of
the new lover might be herattraction,
for fear of paining Hurry; but apart
from all feminine jealousy, that is my
xiew ol the case, from which nothing
can change me,

Be that as it may, Hary thought
her perfection; he sorrowed and griev-
ed for her; and 1 had enough to do to
console him.  Oh, how thankful I felt
to know that I had the power to do!
so! And whenI had succeeded in
chasing the gloomy clouds from his
brow, and I saw him smiling and cheer-
ful, I felt as happy as a queen.  One
day he said to me:

“My dear, kind Olive, how well you
know howto comfort me! How should
you so well understand what I feel and
neéd—how have you learned!”

“] have had a similar sorrow my-
self,” Treplied, with a trembling voice.

Harry looked at me tenderly, and
said, “my poor little Olive!”

I broke from him with bursting
tears, exclaiming, “Don't pity me,don’t
~—] can't bear it!”

From this time I oiten noticed Har-
ry's eyes gazing on me with a tender,
pitying interest. 1knew whathe was
thinking of, and a blush never failed
totise to my cheek; for I trembled for
my secret, which was, however, never
more secure,

Harry's mind gradually assumed a
more buoyant tone. His thoughts
were no longer confined to a single
topic, and he began once more to take
an interest in what was passing a-
round him. He became more like his
former self.

We were very much together; the
sorrow we had shared together made
us very near and dear to esch other,
and--1 am afraid I was a very con-
scious maiden, but I began lofnnc’]y the
interest Harry took in me was deep-
cning. I could not mistake the glance
with which his eyes rested upon me—
the bright smile which welcomed my
approach—the delight he took in ev-
erything I did or said.

My old day-dreams and fireside
dreams came back to me, sweeter than
ever. -
We both of us retained our habit of
musing by the twilight fire. It was
at that time and place that most of

Harry's confidences had been made;

but it had now been long sinee he a
luded to the past.
The late winter had merged into

ning in our usual places.
After a long silence, I chanced t

look up to find Harry’s eyes earnestly

regarding me.

believe in second love!”

“Sometimes, in a man,” 1 replied

carelessly; “in a woman, never.”

Harry was silent for a few moments,

and then said;

I know it and feel it.

it so.
me!”

i you do not soon wish that vow un
registered.”

te did not heed the light tone o
my reply, but continued earnestly:

as a dream of something unreal an
transitory, The love which has growr

dations. It is entwined with every fi
bre of my being.
more give you up than I could par
with hope itself.

both.
forever.”
“] ean consent to a great deal, Har

er, never can I give up my first love.
grieved,

fered so much.
therefore added, soft!y:

insist upon my choosing a second!”

“But you told me—"he began.

“Well, what it Tdid!” 1 interrupted,
a little snappishlys“it isalltrue enough
—but why must [ put to the blush by
being made to econless how long |
thouglhit of you Lelore you even east a
glanee onwe!”

the past.

“My poor Olive,” he said, at last

sake!

ous creature thatl was!
past now,” he continued as he warm
ly pressed my hand, *“henceforth i

comforter, and 1 will sce it | eanno
make a lifetime’s devotion atone fo

past.”

--—

SWEET VISITORS.
BY N. P. WILLIS.

My Mother's voice! how often creeps
Itscadence on my lonely hours!
Like healing on the wingsof sleep,
Or dew on the unconsecious flowers,
I might forget her melting prayer,
While pleasure’s pulses madly fly,
But in the still, unbroken air,
Her gentle tones come stealing by,
And years of sin and manhood flee,
And leave me at my Mother's knee.

The book of Nature, and its print
Of beauty on the whispering sea,
Give still to me some lineament
Of what [ have been taught to be,
My heart is harder, and perhaps
My manliness has drunk up tears,
And there’s a millew on the lapse
Of a few miserable years;
But Nature's book is even yet
With all my Mother's lesson writ.

| have been at eventide,

Beneath a moonlight sky of spring,
When earth was garnished like a bride,
And night had on her silver wing—
When the bursting buds and growin

«rass,

When all was beauty, then have I,
Like myrrh on wings of Araby,
hung.

And when the beauteous spirit there,
Flung over all its golden chain,
My Mother's voice came on the air,
Like the light dropping of the rain;
And, resting on some silver star,
The spirit of a bended knee,
and fervent prayer
That our eternity might be—
To reign ip heaven like stars at night,

And tread a living path of light.

late cold spring, and the cheering blaze
was still agreeable, as we satone eve-

“Olive,” he said abruptly, *do you

“Your first position is true, Olive.
But your sce-
ond is flagrantly ftalse—or, if' not,” he
added, vehemently, “I swear I'll make
Olive; you must and shall love

Do not swear, Harry,” said I; “its
wicked, and besides, 1 greatly mistake

“Olive, the past has become to me

in my heart is founded on surer foun-{ 1y Hernado.
Olive, I could no

Dearest, let the past
be the past, | bescech you, for us |
Consent to be mine now, and |

ry,” said I, giving him my hand; “but
I can never consent to give up my
past, my dear, beautiful past; and nev-
"
Harry looked deeply pained and
I saw that | was torturing
that noble heart, which had lately suf-
I had not the eruelty,
even by a moment’s further trifling, to
|delay its approaching happiness.

“How il I ndmit, Ilarry, that you | ed inthe law as among the sources of
Fwere my first love! Would you ther

Iarry gazed on me with heaming
eyes, while his mind evidently ran over

while tears actually stood in his eyes,
“and have you indeed suffered for iy
Was it thus youn learned so
well to comfort me—sellish, ungener-
But that is

shiall be for me to play the part of a l rection of Hernado, and appearing to

anything you may have suflered in the

With wild flectness thronged the night,

Gazed up where evening's lamp is

Murderer Convicted by a Horse.

| Wm, Peterson was tried at Raleigh,
Shelby county, Tennessee, for the mur-
&lder of Mr. Thomas Merriweather,
a young planter of Mississippi. The
incidents developed upon the trial
were of the most romantic nature; and
0] the evidence, although circumstantial,
made out a clear case of one of the
most revolting murders o be found
in the chronicles of guilt.’

There was one point in the case,
about which alone there could be said
to be doubt, and this point was met by
the evidence allorded by the horse of
Meriweather,

criminal court of Memphis has erim-
inal jurisdiction of’ all erimes commit-
ted in the 5th, 13th and 14th civil dis-
triets ol’ said county.

The circuit court of Shelby county
had eriminal jurisdietion in the 12th
- 'and other civil districts of the county.
| The prisoner was indicted in the cir-
[ cuit court at Raleigh, and the murder
was alleged to have heen committed
in the 12th district.  The dividing line
lihul\vutru the 12th and 13th distriets
1| was the road leading from Memphis

I the erime was committed in the
13th civil distriet, the court of Raleigh
U had no jurisdiction, and the prisoner
would have to he acquitted.

The deceased was Tound some for-
ty or lilty steps from the lHernado
road.  The witness stated that the
- | body, as he thought, had been Llrug;_:edl

there [rom the road, henee the doubt
whether the murder took place in the
12th or 13th eivil distriet.

At this critical point, the counsel
betook them ol certain marvellous
and novel conduct of the noble liorse
whicli had been referred to, which hiad
come their knowledge in conversation
with the witnesses.

Il The known instinet of animals has,
(rom time immemorial, been esteem-

1 evidenee by swhich the dearest rights
."[‘ life, li]Jr'I‘I)‘uutl property Lhave been
Ldetermined,

{ posed to be submitted on beliall of the
State, but was stoutly opposed by the
pri oner’s counsel, who kunew its over-
whelming foree.

The learned judge over-ruled the
ohjections and admitted the testimo-
ny. It had been provedin the course
ol the trial that about eight o'clock on
the Sunday following that on which
the deceased and prisoner left Mr.

Testimony as lo these facts was pro-

reached a point in the road opposite
to it, the excitement of the horse rose
to so furious a pitch that he became
almost unmanageable,

The whole party now chiecked their
horses, and for a moment regared the
strange conduct of the horse with pro-
found astonishment. 1lis flesh quiv-
cred—his nostrils distended; and  his
eye glancing into the wood where his
noble master had met his horrible fute
—he stood for a moment, snorting and
neighing—a sublime picture ol the
wildest excitement.
| One of'the party suggested to M.,
| Merriweather to give him the rein

In order to understand this, we must | that, meanwhile, had been tightly
state by the law of Tennessee, the |

drawn. This was done, and instant-
ly the noble animal rushed into the
wood, and down to the identitied trec

and commenced pawing at its root.—
After a moment he trotted out further
into the wood, and, after making a
semi-cirlee in his course, returned to
the same spot, and there stood neigh-
ing, trembling and pawing until he
was forced away,  Similar exhibitions
were made by the horse a number of
times afterwards in passing the spot.

At this development in the testimo-
ny, & thrill of feeling ran through the
the Court-room like an eleetrie shock.

Thus far the proof had traced out
the history of this mysterious murder
with acertainty too fearful to be doubt-
ed; and had peinted to the pallied
youth who sat in the prisoner’s dock as
the guilty agent thereol.

Justice tempered even with an un-
strained merey, seemed impatient for
the sacrifice, when the strong arm ol
the Taw interposed its might and maj-
esty to shield him. The venue un-
proven, or even in doubt, would have
left to the tribunal of justice no other
alternave than to bid him to go out
again afree wanderer upon the earth,
with the blood and the guilt thick up-
on him.  But the God who ‘marketh
the sparrow when he falls]" in his in-
scrutdble Providenee, had yet in re-
serve an cloquent witness against him
--whose faithful heart was steel to the
wiles of the corrupter, and whose tes-
timony fell upon the astounded ears of
the jury, as-

“(Confirmation strong,
As proof of holy writ.”

No blood had ever been seen on thie
road- -and no npperance of any strug-
gle there, I the Killing had been
done in the road, the horse, whose rap-
id flight and and wild fright must have
heen oceasioned instantly by the death
strugle, would have known nothing of
the tree in the wood.  The scene was

Hammel's, a gentleman coming to-
ward Memphis met the horse proven
to have been Merriweather's, on the
road, about two lﬁ:usuml yards from
_|the seene of murder, and South of the
¢ | sume, galloping in full speedin the di-

pictured before the mind of jury—as
il typed by the glorious Daguerre; the
decoy into the wood—the robber's de-
mand for gold or blood—the death
sitnggle at the tree—and the instinets
were destined to vindieate, as ifbya

¢ | be exceedingly frightened; with difli-
¢ | culty the gentleman intercepted and
caught him.

The gentleman finding the animal
almost uncoutrollable from fright, had
some difliculty in retaining the rein un-
til a young man came forward and
claimed him.

The young man who claimed the
horse was recognized by the gentle-
man at trial, as the prisoner at the bar.
He came forward, said the gentleman,
claimed the horse, thanked him grace-
fully for catehing him, mounted and
rode off hurriedly in the direction of
Hernado. The facts here submitted
to the jury, in reference to the wonder-
ful instinets, are these:

It will be remembered that the no-
ble animal in question was of extraor-
dinary intelligence, and singularly at-
tached to his master, whom he wasin
the habit of following about whenev-
he would come to the pasture or the
farm yard where the horse was.

Some several months after the pris-
oner had been committed to jail under
indictment, William Merriweather, ac-
companied by anumber of gentlernen,
witnesses in the case, came up from
their homes in Mississipi to attend the
trial.

William Merriweather was riding
o |the horse of the deceased brother,
" { which had, by this time been recover-
ed in the family. The journey lay
along the IHernado road, and by the

With friendson whommy love is flnng, | spot where the body been found.—

About two hundred yards before the
party reached the scene of the murder,
the horse upon which Wm., Merri-

symptoms of alarm, and his intracta-
ble conduct much surprised his rider
and the gentlemen who were with
him.

the ‘party betrayed none. His agita-
tion inereased as the party approach-
ed the fatal spot; and when they

weather mounted, began to exhibit|

There was no apparent cause of
alarm, and the several other horses of

miracle, the unerring certainty of ret-
ribute justice; and thus the venue was
proven—thus the doom of the prison-
er was sealed, and thus
A pebble in the streamlet

Hath turned the course ofmany a river;
A dew drop on the baby plant

Hath warped the giant oak forever.

The verdiet of the jury was, that
the prisoner was guilty, and sentence
of death was pronounced against him,
which was afterwards commuted 1o
imprisonment for life in the State P'en-
itentiary.

In that gloomy eatacomb ol human
hearts and hopes, where time is as
eternity,and by a sense of liberty lost,
Williamn Peterson now expatiates his
dreadiul erime.—Georgin Constitution-
alist..

vate letter to the editor of the New
York Crayon, “condoles in some mea-
sure” on the subject of matrimony, as
follows :—* You assure me that he
who getteth a wife, getteth a good
thing. 1 confess that, in my opinion
of the holy estate, 1 have been little
better than one of the wicked, ns
Falstaff says. But [ am coming
round. [ begin to see that—
Lives of married men remind uvs
We may live our lives as well,
And departing leave behind us
An example that will ell.
An example that some other,
Wasting time in idle sport,
| Sonie forlorn, unmarried brother,
: Seeing, shall take heart—and court,

Rare or Interesr.—The Legislature
of Mississippi has passed a bill author-
izing parties to contract for the pay-
ment of any rate of interest not exceed-
ing ten per cent. on the renewal of any
debt after maturity.

Mere bashfulness without merit is
awkward: and merit without modesty
is insolent. But modest merit has a
double claim to acceptance.

under which the body had been found, |
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Decidedly Cool.

A paper inOhio tells a good joke of
several prisoners who were confined
in one of the county jails in the Buek-
eye State.  The jail was old and di-
lapidated, and one night they cscaped
from their durance vile, inother words
“broke juil,” but instead of eseaping,
the jailor found them the next morn-
ing seated ou the top of their prison-
house, pounding the roof with great
violenee, Surprised beyond measure,
he asked them what they were doing,
whereupon one of them replicd that
the house leaked so bad when it rain-
ed, they concluded that they would
Just step out and repair the roof |

- -

Lyvixc.—This isone of the carliest
developments of human depravity. All
children are tempted to commit this
sin—and the propensity to it is very
strong.  Too many parents encourage
their chiddren in this by their own ex-
ample.  So “they go astray, speaking
lies.” They deceive their children—
lie to thern, to make them obedient—
buat children at length fiud cut the de-
ception, The efleet upon the charac-
terof children is exceedingly perni-
cious. They lie to their parents—to
ench other—to their schoel-fellows—
totheir teachers,  As they grow up,
they commit this sin in the streets, on
the wharves, behind the eounter, in
the counting room; when they buy and
when they sell.  The sin is perpetra-
ted, in one form or another, almost cv-
ery day inthe year.  We would not
allirm it of everybody—-but it is com-
mon, so universal, that but little is
thought of it.—Dr, Pomeroy.

Meyony or A Macrie.—A lady whe
caught her magpie stealing the pick-
led walnuts, threw a basin of hot
grease over the poor bird, exelaiming:
“Oh, you thief, you've Leen at the
pickled walnuts, have you!”
Poormag was dreadlully burned; his
feathers came ofl, leaving his head
entirely bare. e spoke not a word
for more than a year, when a gentle-
man called at the house, who, on tak-
ing ofl his hat, exhibited a very bald
head. The magpie appeared evident-
ly struck with the eircumstance. Hop-
ping upon the back of the chair, and
looking Lim hastily over, he suddenly
exelaimed in the ear of the astonished
visitors

“Oh, you thief, you've been at tho
pickled walnuts, have you?”

Give ~o Paiv.—-Breathe not a sen-
timent—say not a word—give not an
expression ol the countenance that
will offend another, or send a thrill of
pain through his bosom. We are sur-
rounded by sensitive hearts, which a
word, n loek, even, might fill to the
brim with sorrow. Hyou are careless
of the opinion and expressions of oth-
ers, remember that they are ditferent-
ly constituted from yourself, and never
by a word or sign, cast a shadow on o
happy heart, or throw aside the smiles
of joy that love tolinger on a pleasant
countenance.

e
No Groon ar Home.—-Above all
things there should be uo gloom in the
home. The shadows of discontent
and wasteful fretfulness should never
eross the threshold, throwing these
large, black shapes, like funeral palls,
over the happy young spirits gather-
ed there. Il you will, your home shall
be a spot where discord is not found.

e el A o e i

The best capital fot a young man to
start with in life, is Industry, good
sense, courage and the lear of God.—
It is better thanall the eredit that was
ever raised.

Ther: was asnow storm in New
York onthe flestinst.  Some forlorn
poet, affected no doubt by the weath-
er, gave the following gem to the

world:

The first bird of spring attempted to ring,
But ere he had sounded a note [he,

He fell from the tree—ah! adead bird was
The music had fris in his throat!

Evil thoughts. like unwelcome
guests, make no part of a family, and

will depart il not encouraged to stay.
e

If you would be pungent, be brief-~
for it is with words as with sunbeams
—-the more they are condensed the
deeper they burn,

«]t is a solemn thing to be married,”
said Aunt Bethany.

#Yes, but it's a deal more solemn
not to be,” said the little girl, her
niece.

| The tongue of a fool is the key to his

counsel, which, in a wige man, wisdom

{hmh in keeping.
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